she noticed that the person who had come from the
house was standing on the pavement looking at her. The
person was a young, graceful and very elegant woman,
staring at her, as though she recognised her.

"Theodora," she cried, "Do tell me, aren't you
Theodora?"

"Yes," Theodora said, "I am Theodora. But who in
Antioch knows me?"

The young woman caught her hands and gazed at her
fixedly. "Theodora," she cried. "Oh, dear, I am so
happy to see you again. Dear, let me kiss you." Impul-
sively she kissed her cheek. "And you don't remember
me," she said. "I see you don't. Well, why should you?
But I remember you. I've thought of meeting you lor
years and oh, I've hoped I might. Do you remember a
little girl who called herself Plutomaria, at the Old
Winter Palace?"

"Plutomaria?" Theodora said. "I ought to remember
such a name; but I'm afraid I don't. Wait, though. Was
there not some little wild dance from beyond the
Danube?"

"Oh, she does remember," the lovely creature cried.
"Oh, darling, darling Theodora, don't think that I will
ever forget you. Don't you remember how I used to do
high-jump-dances to the pan-pipes. Do you remember
coming on me in tears once?"

It was difficult to think of that radiant, happy face in
tears; Theodora could not remember this.

"We were all in tears, often enough, at the Old
Winter Palace," she said. "But one looks back on it
with a kind of affection."

"Oh, it was a heaven to me, after you saved me," the
woman said.

"I saved you? What do you mean?" Theodora asked.
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